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Message of the Sacred Heart of Jesus to Priests 
and to All Devout Souls, 





ATHER Le Cerf, of the Company of Mary, was for ten years 
on intimate terms with a certain Father Nicolet, a Marist, 
who had been the rector of the priests’ seminary in Brittany, 
France, during twenty years, and had labored with great 

zeal for the sanctification of the clergy. Later on Father Nicolet 

went to Rome, where he died in 1900. Father Le Cerf, while ar- 
ranging the papers of the deceased, found among them the ‘“Message 





of the Sacred Heart” written in a strange hand. 

The article pleased Father Le Cerf exceedingly, and with the 
approbation of the ecclesiastical authorities in Rome, he had copies 
of it printed and distributed. Father Le Cerf is acquainted with the 
author of the Message, but does not express himself with regard to its 
supernatural origin; he is satisfied with its actual contents which are 
most opportune, and are worthy of our most profound consideration. 

By practicing this Message, the promise of the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus to Blessed Margaret Mary will be fulfilled: “‘I will give to 
priests who truly venerate My Heart, the gift of touching the most 


hardened hearts.”’ Although the Message is addressed especially to 
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priests, nevertheless, it is also meant for religious and all pious Chris- 
tians who receive Holy Communion frequently. 


The ‘‘Message.”’ 


“‘l am freezing! I thirst, I hunger for souls! Request my faithful 
priests to warm Me with their love! Souls, souls, souls is what I 
desire them to give Me! It is for love of souls that I died! All the 
treasures of My heart are opened. The more the nations turn away 
from Me and renounce Me, the more does My sweet Mother urge Me 
to reveal and pour out the treasures of love, of mercy, and the graces 
of salvation that are enclosed within My Heart. 

“Devotion to My Sacred Heart is widely spread and is a conso- 
lation to Me, because by this devotion many souls are drawn and 
united to Me, the Savior of souls. Yet, how little are the infinite 
treasures of My divine Heart understood. My Blessed Mother ear- 
nestly petitions Me, and the love of My own Heart urges me to dis- 
tribute these treasures of grace, and to encourage pious souls to sub- 
merge themselves wholly into this ocean of mercy and love. 

‘Propagate this appeal of My Heart to the very limits of the 
earth; take it especially to My priests whom I love so tenderly... to 
the priests who are My second self... oh, that they but realized 
the ardent desire I have to be united with each one of them in- 
dividually! There are but few, however, who have attained to such 
a degree of intimate union of love with Me, as My divine Heart has 
made possible for them. 

“‘And what is required for this union? Ah, very little: they need 
but unite all the affections and sentiments of their hearts and direct 
them entirely to Me, Who am living and abiding deep down in the 
innermost of their souls. Oh, proclaim it to all, from pole to pole: 
to those who labor for My sake in the icy North, to those who lan- 
guish beneath the scorching sun of the tropics, to all My valiant 
soldiers fighting bravely under My banner; proclaim it to those who 
day and night labor, exhausting their strength for the salvation of 
souls, to those who suffer persecution, hardships and repugnance for 
My Name—proclaim it to them and tell them how ardently I love 
them; beseech them to heed the urgent and loving appeal of My 
Heart which begs them to descend into the innermost depths of their 
souls where they will find Me; tell them there to unite themselves 
with Me, to become one with Me, then will they participate in all the 
treasures of graces I have promised. 

“‘This mysterious, divine union of their hearts with My Heart will 
be for them the principle of a new life of sanctity, such as was never 
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known to them before, an apostolate most fruitful. Many priests 
well know my doctrine regarding the union of souls with Me, and 
many strive to attain this union; but how few understand how to give 
pratical proofs thereof. How few, even of the most devout and zeal- 
ous, of My best friends, vividly realize that I abide in their innermost 
hearts, burning with desire to unite them with Me! 

‘“‘And why is this so? Alas, because they are yet so exterior, 
and live, as it were, on the surface of their souls. If they would 
withdraw themselves from the allurements of the exterior world, in 
order to penetrate alone into the interior of their soul, deep down 
where I am dwelling, how easily they could find Me. What a life of 
holy union, full of light and love, might they then live with Me! 

““Many, many priests, who otherwise are on the right path and 
are vigilant over themselves, here come to a standstill, and do not 
take the step forward which would lead them to the “‘hidden treasure”. 
Oh, that they would confidently turn to My Mother! She is also 
their Mother. How she loves My priests in particular! How willingly 
she intercedes for them! It is My Mother, yes, My sweet Mother, 
who implores Me so earnestly to open the treasures of My Heart, and 
once more to extend this loving appeal to all faithful souls, especially 
to My good priests. She, My beloved Mother, is the bliss of My 
Heart. Let her likewise be your joy and bliss! But be it made 
known to you, that this very Mother of divine love possesses the 
secret of this wonderful union, a union which My Heart in a new, 
infinite effusion of mercy and love offers to all its priests as a new 
and overflowing grace for the salvation and sanctification of souls.” 


Remarks and Explanation Regarding This Message. 


The intrinsic truth of the foregoing Message is plain to every 
one who has a lively faith in the words of our Lord in the Gospel: 
“I pray that they all may be one, as Thou, Father, in Me, and I in 
Thee.” ‘“‘He that eateth My flesh and drinketh My blood, abideth in 
Me, and I in him.” ‘“‘I am the vine, you the branches; he that abid- 
eth in Me beareth much fruit.” 

This indwelling of Jesus in us, in our innermost soul, St. Paul 
especially experienced and taught: “‘I live, now not I, but Christ 
liveth in me; my life is Christ Jesus.” 

This Message is most seasonable at the present time, when the 
Holy Father announces to the world, that all things must be restored 
in Jesus Christ. This restoration must first of all be effected in the 
interior of the souls of priests, and from thence extend to the world, 
for priests are the “‘salt of the earth”, the “‘light of the world”. This 
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perfect restoration of Christ’s kingdom in the soul of the priest, should 
be effected through Mary, by the mystery of the true devotion to her. 
Ut adveniat regnum Christi, adveniat regnum Marie. “That the 
kingdom of Christ may come, the kingdom of Mary has to come.’ 

In our day, the clergy is taken up more than ever with things of 
this world, whether they be political or social, or belonging to the 
exterior needs of the Church. Under these circumstances, how easily 


, 


is the interior life retarded or even destroyed. Think what harm 
results from the daily use of the daily papers and worldly literature; 
they certainly offer little spiritual food, but rather fill mind and heart 
with worldly ideas and distractions. More than ever, is there need 
for the priest, for the religious, to remain united with the supreme 
Priest, Jesus Christ, living in their heart, and thence to draw strength 
and grace, so that their life, all through the day, may be a life with 
Jesus, in Jesus and through Jesus. 

Cardinal Mercier of Mechlin, some time ago wrote to his semi- 
parists as follows: “Visible things, the exterior which attracts our 
attention, the change of politics and of history, are all but superficial 
events; they pass away like the scenes of a theatre. ‘True realities, 
those which alone actually count and remain, are invisible. The true 
world, which alone is of any importance, is in our interior: it is the 
kingdom of God, regnum Dei intra vos est, the kingdom of God is 
in you.” 

The truth of this statement is emphatically expressed in the fore- 
going Message of the Sacred Heart of Jesus to Priests, and should 
therefore be everywhere propagated and taken to heart. 

When in rgto, in an audience with the Holy Father, Father Le 
Cerf presented him this Message, the Pope said with paternal kind- 
ness, This is truly beautiful!” and encouraged Father Le Cerf to 
endeavor everywhere to circulate this beautiful meditation for priests. 
For this end, His Holiness imparted a special blessing to all solicitors 
and all who gave contributions to aid in its circulation. 

The Message has quite a history at this time. A great number 
of bishops have personally procured thousands of copies of this truly 
joyful Message, for their priests, also the rectors of seminaries, who 
find that this appeal of the Sacred Heart of Jesus proves most benefi- 
cial in fostering the interior life of seminarists and priests. ‘The su- 
periors of religious Orders confess that the repeated use of the con- 
tents of this Message, inflames the hearts again and again with love 
for God. A famous Jesuit of Belgium recommends it at all retreats 
he gives to priests. In missionsitis being propagated. The General 
Director of the Third Order, had this Message entered in the hand- 
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book of the Order. Benedictines, Franciscans, Trappists, Redemp- 
torists, Lazarists, the Congregations of Missions, etc., to whom the 
Message was sent, all received it with joy. 


The foregoing article, ““Message of the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
to Priests and to All Devout Souls,” is excellent for wide circulation. 
Will be off the press in a short time, in small booklet form, either 
English or German. Price 2 copies 5 cts; 100 copies $2.00. 


xe 
Month of the Sacred Heart. 


HROUGH Mary to Jesus, was the motto of St. Bernard. Through 
Mary to Jesus, is also the program of Pius X. who inscribed 
on the banner of his pontificate the words of St. Paul: ““To 
restore all things in Christ,” and as the most effectual means 
thereunto, admonishes the faithful to a greater devotion to Mary 
Immaculate. 

Through the immaculate Heart of Mary to the Heart of her 
Son, is also in our days the motto of all Christians who truly vener- 
ate Mary and the Sacred Heart of Jesus. The month of Mary leads 
us to the month of the Sacred Heart. Let us then, in union with 
the immaculate Heart of Mary enter upon this Eucharistic month of 
the love of Jesus, and celebrate it solemnly and fervently. 

The practice of honoring the Sacred Heart during the month of 
June, is no longer a private devotion. It has been established and 
recommended by the highest authority, for the whole Church. On 
May 8, 1873, Pius IX. granted a number of indulgences for celebrat- 
ing the month of the Sacred Heart. Leo XIII. increased the number 
of these indulgences and in a decree earnestly recommended to the 
faithful of the whole world, public devotion to the Sacred Heart 
during June. He also imparted his blessing to the periodical, ““The 
great Apostolate of the month of the Sacred Heart,” which was 
specially issued for the purpose of advocating this devotion. 





‘‘Why Is the Month of Mary Not Followed by a 
Month of the Sacred Heart of Jesus ?’’ 

The consecration of an entire month to the glorification of the 
Sacred Heart, originated in the nineteenth century, at the famous 
convent Oiseaux, in Paris. Father Bonsin, a Jesuit, in a series of 
sermons given to the religious of the convent, enkindled in them a 
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great love and devotion to the Sacred Heart, and the pupils of the 
institution imbibed the spirit of their pious teachers. 

One of the boarders of the convent, Angéle de St. Croix, con- 
ceived the idea of dedicating the month of June to the Sacred Heart 
of Jesus, and daily saying some prayers in its honor. It was very 
strange, for this girl was not a very exemplary pupil; she was of an 
impetuous nature, rather stubborn and self-willed, and her superiors 
had at times entertained thoughts of dismissing her on account of her 
conduct. Yet she was kind-hearted and generous to the poor and 
unfortunate, and tenderly loved the Blessed Virgin. For eight years 
she begged her mistresses to admit her into the sodality of the Blessed 
Virgin, but the sisters hesitated, and delayed the matter from year 
to year. Finally she went to Mother St. Jerome and asked what she 
must do in order to become a child of Mary. ‘“The best means to 
gain the heart of the Mother,” replied the religious, “‘is to venerate 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus; do you daily pray to this divine Heart ?” 

“Certainly, Mother, I promised the Blessed Virgin that if I am 
permitted to become her child, I would also specially venerate the 
Sacred Heart of her Son. This morning after Holy Communion, 
the thought occurred to me, why does not a month of the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus follow the month of Mary ?”’’ 

The Ven. Mother replied simply, ‘‘Suggest this devotion to the 
boarders; then obtain the Archbishop’s permission to practice it, and 
procure a Sacred Heart book for your spiritual reading.” 

On May 27, 1883, the young lady was admitted into the sodality 
of the children of Mary, and two days later courageously went to 
Archbishop Mgr. de Quelien, of Paris, to present her petition. The 
Archbishop received her kindly, and gave his approval for the first 
devotion of the month of the Sacred Heart, “for the conversion of 
obdurate sinners,” as he said, and remarked that “‘this devotion, this 
mustard-seed, may yet grow into a large tree.” Nor was His Grace 
deceived, for the Sacred Heart devotion is now spread over the 
whole world. —How God is pleased to choose the weak things of the 
world that He may confound the strong! 


How to Celebrate the Month of the Sacred Heart. 


What the month of May is for the honor and glory of Mary, that 
the month of June is for the glorification of the adorable Heart of 
Jesus, and for the propagation of Christ’s kingdom in the hearts 
of the faithful and in the Christian families. The motto is: Thy 
kingdom come. The month of June has been chosen, because in 
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this month occur the feasts of the Sacred Heart and of Corpus 
Christi, the feasts of the Sacrament of Love. 

What exercises should every Christian perform during this month 
in honor of the Sacred Heart ? 

1. Let us every morning offer the first fruits of the day, through 
the immaculate Heart of Mary to the Sacred Heart of Jesus; let us 
devoutly adore this divine Heart, thank Him for His blessings and 
dedicate ourselves to His service and honor. 

2. Let us impose a little penance on ourselves for every day of 
the month, perform some work of piety, and read a short passage 
from a Sacred Heart book. Our exercises may be short, but should 
be punctual and regular. 

3. ‘Our Lord Jesus Christ,” writes Blessed Margaret Mary, 
“‘will impart incomparable treasures of graces to all who introduce 
and spread the devotion to the Sacred Heart.” Let us therefore strive 
to spread it in our surroundings; let us become apostles of this de- 
votion, and circulate literature, books and pictures of the Sacred 
Heart, and let us contribute towards decorating altars and statues of 
the Sacred Heart before which this devotion is held. As every family 
and church has an image of the Mother of God, so they should like- 
wise have a picture or image of the Sacred Heart. 

4. In many churches and chapels devotion to the Sacred Heart 
is held publicly; in some places at least on all Fridays of the month, 
in others a novena is made before the feast of the Sacred Heart, or 
short evening devotions are held, or the litany, acts of reparation, of 
consecration, etc., are prayed after Holy Mass. 

The Sacred Heart devotign is the best means to foster frequent 
Communion. Meditating on the love of Jesus calls forth in us love 
in return. It is the means reserved by Divine Providence for our 
present turbulent times. 

><) 


Why the Heart? 





A child whose mother I had buried the day previous, called on 
me to have a Mass said for the repose of her soul. All at once the 
child began to weep aloud, ““Why are you crying?” I asked com- 
passionately. ‘“O Father,” she replied amid sobs, ““my heart aches 
so much since my dear mother is dead!” 

The heart, ah, the small yet so great, the strong and yet so weak 
human heart! If we are sad, our sorrow is felt most in the heart; when 
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we are happy, our heart rejoices. The heart is the seat of love, of 
compassion, of mercy, of gratitude, of goodness, of benevolence; it 
is the seat of life. When the heart ceases to beat, life ceases, our 
breath and pulse cease, and we are dead. 

Our Savior permitted that His Sacred Heart in particular, be 
pierced by the lance, that all His precious blood might be shed for 
us, and we might find a place of refuge in His Heart. More than 
two hundred years ago, He showed His divine Heart to a holy relig- 
ious, Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque. The divine Heart, envel- 
oped in flames and surmounted by a cross, was encircled by a crown 
of thorns, and our Lord said to His faithful servant, ‘See this Heart 
which has loved men so much! In return I receive from the greater 
part of men only ingratitude!” 

For this reason, our divine Savior promised to bless even the 
dwellings in which a picture of His Heart would be honored. During 
the beautiful month of June, the month of the Sacred Heart, adorn 
the picture of the Sacred Heart of Jesus; but go especially to the liv- 
ing Heart of Jesus, which, in its infinite love for the children of men, 
beats not only in heaven, but also really and truly wherever the Bless- 
ed Sacrament is kept. With this Sacred Heart, with this Encharistic 
Heart, our Lord continually loves us all, you and me and all men. 

““Sacred Heart of Jesus, I believe in Thy love for me!” 

(300 days’ indulgence each time.) 
 ) 


The Eucharistic Heart of Jesus. 


**T have a burning thirst to be honored by men in the Blessed Sacrament, ‘and [ 
find hardly any who strive according to My desire to allay this thirst by making Me 
some return.”’ (Words of the Sacred Heart of Jesus to Bl. Marg. Mary Alacoque.) 
HE first impulse and movement towards new devotions in the 
Church usually proceeds from the midst of the faithful. The 
Church herself examines these devotions, and if they are found 
to be genuine and inspired by God, she approves and encour- 
ages them. To execute the plans of His divine wisdom, the Lord 
avails Himself of what is weak and lowly to effect great things, and to 
show thereby that it is He Who inspires and accomplishes. We there- 
fore, so frequently find that God chooses women as His instruments 
for the transmission of such messages to the Church. As ‘‘God is 
not arespecter of persons” or nations, we perceive that devotions des- 
tined for the whole Church proceed first from one nation then from 
another. ‘The ecclesiastically and officially introduced Sacred Heart 
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devotion, is inseparably attached to the immortal name of Bl. Margaret 
Mary Alacoque, who lived in France. When Leo XIII. consecrated 
the whole world to the Sacred Heart of Jesus, it was at the appeal of 
a highly favored religious, Sister Mary of the Divine Heart, Droste 
of Vischering, the Superior of the convent of the Good Shepherd, at 
Oporto, Portugal. She was by birth a German. 

To introduce the devotion to the Eucharistic Heart of Jesus, our 
Lord again availed Himself of a devout and humble religious. What 
is here mentioned in this regard, was announced publicly by the 
Redemptorist, Father George, in the periodical Za Saninte Famille 
(the holy Family), and by P. Guillot at the Eucharistic Congress of 
Montreal. 

On January 22, 1854, this religious entered a monastery church 
at Besancon where the Blessed Sacrament was exposed. Let us hear 
her own words: ‘‘Prostrate before the tabernacle, I was in a state of 
profound recollection, and was entirely absorbed in God. I saw that 
in the interior of the tabernacle our Savior was showing me His 
Eucharistic Heart. The divine Heart was deeply pained in beholding 
the slight return of love made by souls whom He had favored with 
His graces. Jesus uttered the words, ‘““They surround Me, it is true, 
but they do not console Me. The remedy for this neglect is devotion 
to My Eucharistic Heart.” The divine Heart poured forth complaints 
with an expression of kindness and intense grief, that is, there was 
something inexpressibly benignant in His infinite sorrow. ‘“My 
Heart,” He continued, “‘begs for love, like a poor man begging for 
a piece of bread. O my spouse, is thy heart true and sincere towards 
Me, as Mine is towards thee?” At another time our Lord said, 
“Behold, My Eucharistic Heart; make it known, make it loved! 
Propagate this devotion !” 

In accordance with the desire of Jesus, the pious religious now 
endeavored to inaugurate and extend devotion to the Eucharistic 
Heart of Jesus. But as the Curé of Ars had predicted to her, she met 
with many contradictions and difficulties, especially on the part of 
priests. This circumstance, however, was a favorable sign, for the 
works of God are usually accomplished first by the way of tribulations. 
Later on, this devotion was greatly promoted by the French Episco- 
pacy, among whom Cardinal Guibert and Richard of Paris, and 
Bishop Billére of Tarbes deserve special mention. The pious initia- 
trix of the devotion to the Eucharistic Heart of Jesus is now dead. 
But the devotion she introduced has been examined and approved of 
by the Church. May we too more and more learn to love the living 
Eucharistic Heart of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. 
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Encouraging Words. 





We have recently received numerous letters highly commending 
our magazine. The following are a few extracts. 

PITTSBURG. I have missed your grand books very much. I never 
tire of them, they are simply grand. They touch the heart very deeply to 
read them in trouble, they seem to sympathize, they are like a medicine. 


CHICAGO. Your magazine Tabernacle and Purgatory, is the most 
lovely reading. I would not be without it in my home. My poor 
words cannot express how good this holy book is and the good it is 
doing. God, I hope, will reward you for the good, noble and holy 
work you are doing. 


ST. LOUIS. I appreciate your booklet very much, as it gives me the 
greatest consolation and comfort to read it over. It is also very instruct- 
ive as I learn a great deal from it, that | would not know or hear other- 
wise, and | am sure the booklet is highly esteemed by all its readers as 
it does a great deal of good among the people. If I do not get to read 
a little in the booklet every day, | feel that | missed something. 


NEW YORK. I wish Tabernacle and Purgatory was published every 
week. It is the dearest little book that I have received. 


BEARDSTOWN, ILL. Tabernacle and Purgatory is a most delightful 
publication, diffusing the light and love of the Divine Lover of the Tab- 
ernacle among the hearts of its readers. It is an inspiration, like a breath 
from heaven. 

SPRINGWELLS, MICH. I cannot express the consolation it has 
afforded me during the time it has been coming to our home and I 
would not like to be without it, as I think it should be in every Cath- 
olic home. 

FORT MADISON, IA. Weare faithful readers of Tabernacle and Pur- 
gatory and think it one of the finest periodicals published; indeed, it is in 
a class by itself, being so different, containing nothing but the very best 
Catholic reading. 


OSAGE, IA. I received the first copy. It has done me so much 
good already that I never want to be without it. 


BELLEVILLE ILL. The Tabernacle and Purgatory is a wonderful 
little book. A few days ago I| was asked to do something which | thought 
was almost impossible for me to do. The same day, however, I received 
Tabernacle and Purgatory. I read it and was so encouraged that | did 
the work cheerfully. 


MINONK, ILL. There is no magazine or paper comes to our house 
that we so anxiously await or enjoy reading so much as your Taber- 
nacle and Purgatory. May God reward you for the good which you 
are doing. ; 

BROOKLYN. Your periodical has been received by me regularly and 
carried with it much comfort. Many times when worried and low spirited 
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the finding of this little book on my desk carried me in spirit from the 
office to the Tabernacle. I seemed to be looking with devotion at its 
door. I am not the only one to enjoy its contents. 


TAMPICO, ILL. May I ask you to please accept my gratitude in 
return for your kindness in publishing the beautiful booklet Tabernacle 
and Purgatory. I hope we may have the great blessing of receiving 
it every month. I would gladly pay the extra charges. 


SHENANDOAH. I subscribe for a number of magazines, but I think 
Tabernacle and Purgatory is the best I receive. I sent a few copies to 
a friend of mine and she likes the little book very much. 


OMAHA. I am sorely disappointed that Tabernacle and Purga- 
tory —a journal so sweet and edifying —so necessary to the home— 
a journal of piety and fear of the Lord—a journal | hold at the top of 
some ten or more Catholic journals I receive—has to stand back and 
go, as it were, in an ox team, while publications—the help of the 
devil—go in a hundred horse-power automobile. 


Although we receive many very encouraging letters, still 
our subscription list is increasing but slowly. We therefore 
beg our esteemed readers, especially those who so highly ap- 
preciate our booklet, to obtain new subscribers for us. Our 
present Holy Father, inspired by the Holy Ghost, desires noth- 
ing more ardently, than to propagate the Eucharistic kingdom 
among the faithful. He has nothing more at heart than that 
Christians honor the Holy Eucharist with lively faith, hope and 
love. In order that this may be accomplished, the co-operation 
of instructive literature is needed. The great aim of TABERNACLE 
AND PURGATORY is: that Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament be 
known, loved, adored and glorified. But to attain this end, we 
need your co-operation, dear reader; you must assist us to obtain 
new subscribers. Bravely set to work, then, for the love of 
Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. 

To show our appreciation in some measure, we give the 
following premiums for NEW subscriptions paid in advance: 


For 1 NEW subscription, a picture of the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus, or of the Angel Guardian, or of the Blessed Virgin. 


For 2 NEW subscriptions, a highly indulged cocoa rosary. 


For 3 NEW subscriptions, the beautiful picture, ‘““The Last 
Supper’’, 21x 34 inches. A masterpiece of Christian art. 


For 5 NEW subscriptions, a gold chained rosary, Roman 
Finish, five year guarantee. 


For 10 NEW subscriptions, an elegant rosary, Bright Finish, 
ten year guarantee. 


> 
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Oh, What Happiness to Be a Catholic! 


**The more Catholic a person lives, the happier 
he is, for he then experiences the more intimate, 
deep and true a peace with God.”’ 

(Joergensen, Danish Poet and Convert.) 


HAT constitutes happiness? Not youth and health, for these 
are as transitory as the passing day. Not honor and es- 
teem, not wealth and riches, nor a magnificent mansion 
with tall, polished windows and silken draperies,—other- 

wise all those who possess them would be happy, yet they are not. 
Nor does infidelity and sin give happiness, because the heart of man 
is created for God, and is therefore not at rest until it rests in Him. 
How many proofs of this assertion do we not see daily? Who could 
have been happier, humanly speaking, than the great poet Goethe ? 
Fortune smiled upon him as scarcely on another; he enjoyed health, 
honor and esteem, and received homage like a king. Yet he writes 
that in all his life he was really happy only four weeks. 

And the gifted Schiller once exclaimed sadly, “‘Oh, that I could 
pray once more!” Give to the poor human heart all the treasures of 
this world, it will not be happy, its pulsations are for a better life, 
for God, Who is life eternal. 

What then constitutes happiness? In so far as the human soul 
in its exile can be happy, it will become so in peace with God and 
on its way to Him.— And now I say, Oh, what happiness to bea 
Catholic! For the Catholic Church always exhorts me to peace with 
God, and has given Me every means to obtain this peace. The same 
thought was expressed more than 1500 years ago by St. Augustine 
when he said, ““No riches, no treasures, no honors, no possessions of 
this world can be greater than the holy Catholic faith !” 

Oh, what happiness to be a Catholic! Did I not experience the 
truth of these words in the days of my youth? Scarcely had I been 
born into this world, when the Church received me into her maternal 
arms, and at the baptismal font, I was born again to a life of grace. 
The Church infused into my infant soul, faith, hope and charity, and 
led me by her hand through the happy days of childhood; she taught 
me to fear God, to flee sin, and never to swerve from the ways of the 
Lord. 

Unfortunately, the youthful son went astray, the child left its 
father’s house, and the peace of God, the joy, the good conscience 
and grace departed. Was I nowa rejected child? Was there no more 
a glimmer of hope for me? Ah, the Church did not forget me—a 
hundred times in sermons and religious instructions she tenderly 











TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. 47 


called me to return: Come back, poor child! The world and sin do 
not make you happy; your heart is created for God and finds rest in 
Him alone. Come, I will receive the strayed child with all love and 
tenderness, and will lay him reconciled on the heart of the Savior. 

And I came—I made a worthy confession. Iwas mindful of the 
words of the Lord: “‘Whose sins you shall forgive, they are forgiven 
them.” Yes, I came—and found not severity, nor harshness, nor 
angry words—only love and kindness and grace and peace. 


Man Should Never Have Been Deprived of It. 


Oh, what happiness to be a Catholic, even on account of con- 
fession. ““Man should never have been deprived of it,” sorrowfully 
exclaimed Goethe. “‘Who of us,” writes the Protestant Professor 
Naville of Geneva, “‘has not at times cast a jealous glance upon the 
tribunal of penance? Who, in the bitterness of the remorse of con- 
science, in the uncertainty of divine pardon, has not wished that he 
might hear a voice telling him in the name of Christ: Go in peace, 


> 
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thy sins are forgiven thee ! 

Confession is so needful to the human heart, prevents so many 
sins, and is the means of so great happiness to the soul, that we are 
not surprised when noble- minded Protestants are anxious to have the 
custom of confession again introduced. ““What is wanting to our 
Church,” writes a Protestant paper, “‘what is needed for our Church 
as much as the daily bread, is that private confession be again re- 
vived. Our Church is full of people who long for confession. There 
are thousands who are being pursued by their past life, as by a hideous 
spectre; they desire to blot out with their tears and their blood, the 
stains in the book of their life. But their conscience remains sore, 
their soul is sick, the words of pardon are wanting to them. We are 
in need of a house devoted to the care of the soul, supplied with a 
confessional, to which all who are ill have free access.” 

What our separated brethren so sadly miss, we Catholics have; 
we can go to confession, can there pour out our heart, find forzive- 
ness, consolation, peace, exhortation, paternal admonition,—oh, what 
happiness to be a Catholic! 


Greater Still Beeomes Our Happiness. 


’ Greater still becomes this happiness in Holy Communion. Pro- 
fessor Dr. A. of Ruville, who after many years of seeking and strug- 
gling embraced the Catholic faith, says in regard to his first Holy 
Communion, that a mysterious power proceeded therefrom, “which 
raised my soul to a height of happiness hitherto unknown or under- 
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stood.” Why so? Because in Holy Communion the Catholic Church 
does not merely give us a symbol or a remembrance, but.the Lord of 
life Himself, concealed under the appearance of bread. And if the 
unbelieving world with the unbelieving Jews exclaims throughout the 
centuries, ‘“‘How can this man give us His flesh to eat ?”—the words 
of eternal truth ring out to them even today: “‘Amen, amen, I say 
unto you, except you eat the flesh of the Son of man, and drink His 
blood, you shall not have life in you” (John vi. 54). 

This faith has ever been maintained by the Church, and she gives 
to her faithful children by the consecrated hands of the priest in 
Holy Communion, the best that heaven and earth possesses—Jesus 
Christ, the Son of God. What happiness to receive the Lord of life, 
as the sweet Guest of vour soul, as often as you desire, today, tomor- 
row, and to the last day of your earthly pilgrimage. 

In a public school of the Tyrolese Alps, the pupils of the third 
grade were asked to write a composition about their ““happiest day”. 
A little Protestant girl handed in the following: 

“‘My happiest day is Easter. But if I would be Catholic, it would 
be the day of my first Communion. Catholic children get a pure 
heart for that day. I would like to be a Catholic, because then Jesus 
would come into my heart, too. That would be my happiest day.” 


The Greatest Temporal Happiness. 


The greatest temporal happiness is that the soul of man— in so 
far as this life permits,—becomes happy in peace with God, therefore, 
the worthy reception of Holy Communion must constitute the great- 
est temporal happiness. It unites us with the source of true happiness, 
weakens the evil inclinations that draw us away from God; it pre- 
serves us from the greatest misfortune that can befall us, mortal 
sin, and gives us each time not only hope of eterna! happiness, but 
even a divine pledge of a future glorious resurrection. 

Who has not, at one time or another, after a worthy Communion, 
or in hours of exceeding grief, at the death-bed or grave of loved 
ones, experienced to its fullest extent the consolation of our Savior’s 
words: ‘“‘He that eateth My flesh and drinketh My blood hath ever- 
lasting life, and I will raise him up in the last day” (John vi. 55). 

This happiness of union with God, this gracious nearness of 
God, this guarantee for life eternal, the Catholic Church alone gives 
us in the wonderful Sacrament of Love. The Church alone has the 
power to forgive sin, she alone is enabled to comfort the sinner, to 
cleanse his soul and say to him: Thy sins are forgiven thee! Only 
the Catholic Church nourishes the hungering soul with the Bread of 
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eternal life, and rejoices it with the most intimate union with God. 
Only the Catholic Church can give the world true happiness: the 
grace of God, a good conscience and peace with the future Judge. — 
Oh, what happiness to be a Catholic !—‘*How happy I am,” the author 
of ‘Dreizehnlinden’ often declared, “‘that Iam a member of the Cath- 
olic Church.” St. Theresa, when on her death-bed, frequently repeat- 
ed the consoling words, “I am a daughter of the holy Catholic 
Church;” this thought was her joy and consolation in her last struggle. 


Too Little Appreciated. 


But this happiness is, in general, far too little appreciated by us 
Catholics. Since childhood we have drunk from the Church’s fount- 
ain of grace, and surrounded and submerged by her blessings, have 
forgotten to be grateful. Converts, however, who for years have 
been without peace and consolation, and finally by fervent prayer have 
found the way to heaven—they appreciate and feel far more than we, 
the full happiness of being a member of the Church. ‘““The more 
catholic a person lives,” says Joergensen, the famous Danish poet 
and convert, in his biography, “‘the happier he is, for he experiences 
then the more intimate, deep and true peace with God.” 

Emilie Linder, after embracing the Catholic faith, wrote to Steinle, 
the artist, ‘“My heart often exults like a child standing before a Christ- 
mas-tree, on account of the inexhaustible mercy of God, and knows 
not how to conduct itself in the possession of such boundless, never- 
failing treasures. How good God has been, to call me to His Church. 
It is so beautiful, so beautiful in the Church.” 

The convert, Charles Ernest Jarcke, formerly Professor of Law 
in Berlin and Bonn, said to Father Stern on his death-bed, “‘After 
my death, tell every one who cares to listen to you, that I found my 
greatest happiness in the infallible Roman Catholic Church.” 

When A. Leo Constantine Krueger, Professor of Oriental Lan- 
guages had become a Catholic, he exclaimed joyfully, “‘I cannot find 
words to express my happiness; the Catholic religion is the paradise 
purchased by the Son of God with Hisblood. Now Ihave found the 
peace of heart for which I have longed since the dawn of my reason.” 

Very touching is the happiness of the renowned authoress and 
convert, Ida, the Countess Hahn-Hahn. She had not found peace of 
heart in her former religion, but did find it in the Catholic Church. 
She called us Catholics blessed, ‘‘who in the conviction of faith grow 
up on the altar-steps”...““Blessed also am I,” she exclaims, “‘who 
have received in a moment, what for you was drawn out all through 
your life. And if you have the advantage that you have always been 
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in possession of divine graces, I have this advantage that I did not 
bring them with me from childhood whilst half dreaming, but received 
them in full possession of my reason, it was as though a poor woman 
all at once became a queen.” 

“Tam a Catholic,” joyfully exclaimed another convert, Cordula 
Peregrina, “do you realize all the blessing contained in this very 
word ?”” And when the poetess, Louise Hensel, had found the true 
Church and her Lord and God in the tabernacle, her heart overflowed 
with childlike, holy joy, as she wrote, ““‘How sad I was formerly, 
and how happy I am now! My heart is overflowing with love for 
God!” 

Oh, what happiness to be a Catholic! And yet how many Cath- 
olics are there in this country who sell their faith and their children’s 
faith for half or even quarter of a section of land, as the speculative 
farmer, who left a most flourishing parish with his many children and 
went west to Utah, twenty-five miles from the church. When asked 
the reason for taking such a step, he answered, “‘Why the church 
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does not support me and my family!” Unfortunately, this farmer 
like so many others did not realize the happiness to be a Catholic. 
There are men who even for a trifle sell their faith and abandon 
the practice of religion, as the unhappy rich man who did not go to 
holy Mass for thirty years because he could not humble himself and 
give the entrance fee of ten cents, a deplorable custom, it is true, 


but happily abrogated at the present time. 


> 


The Dreaded Corpus Christi Procession. 


ORTY years ago, relates Monsieur Robert Dagobert, I was trav- 
elling in the south of France, and made a short stay at Lyons. 
At a restaurant, I heard some men at the table next to mine 
make frequent mention of a personage, whose name was un- 
known to me, but of whom they spoke with the greatest veneration. 
‘‘Wonderful man!” said one. “What is there that he cannot 
tell you ?” 
“‘What indeed ?” rejoined another. “‘And yet how gentle he is; 
though he can pick the very bones of one’s soul !” 
“It is a great privilege to have seen him,” observed No. 3: “and 
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how lucky we were! Only four hours or so to wait! Some people 
told me they had waited all night !” 

My curiosity was excited. Turning to the group, I bowed, and 
asked who might this gentleman be of whom they were speaking ? 
Was he the author of some remarkable book ? 

““Have you never heard, sir,” answered the last speaker, ‘‘of 
Monsieur Vianney, the holy Curé of Ars? I don’t know that he has 
written a book, but he reads, through and through, a book that to most 
people shows little but its binding. I mean, sir, the human heart!” 

‘““The human heart!” I began to suspect that the speaker was, of 
all things the one I detested most, a pious man. 

““Under the circumstances,” I said, “‘I see nothing surprising in 
that. In his quality of confessor he naturally learns the needs and 
failings of his penitents, and, like the doctor who feels your pulse 
and examines your tongue, he prescribes accordingly.” 

“I beg your pardon, sir,” answered the one whom we will call 
No. 3, and who was plainly a man of higher social standing than his 
fellow-pilgrims, “‘the Curé of Ars will often tell you beforehand 
what you were going to say. He will tell you your worst malady, 
and your greatest need, before you have opened your lips.” 

‘“‘Well,” put in No. 2, whom I took to be acarpenter, “‘if there’s 
a screw loose anywhere, he’s got his thumb on it before you know 
where you are. As for veneer and varnish, why, they’re nowhere! 
He sees through them into the grain of the wood, and if there’s a 
speck of dry rot, he’ll out with the saw!” 

“‘He’s pretty stern, then ?” I asked. 

“To himself, sir, yes,” answered No. 3. ““To others, full of 
helpful compassion. Cases are known in which, feeling bound to 
impose a severe penance, he has given the penitent a comparatively 
light one, and done the sharp and heavy part himself.” 

““Tiens!” I thought; “‘this sort of thing would just suit me. I 
should not object to have my fines paid for me in the fasting line.” 

Perhaps my face betrayed my appreciation of this arrangement, 
for this Mr. No. 3, a keen-eyed man, with heavy brow and square 
chin, quickly rejoined : 

“Special cases, those, sir, no doubt. You can’t make a precedent 
out of special cases. If your walls are weak, you must buttress them; 
if your roof ‘sags’ in the middle, you must propit. Men’s souls, like 
their houses, must be handled by their own experts in the matter of 
flaws.” . 

While I was pondering this architectural observation, a waiter 
came to ask if I would allow Canon R.., a venerable priest who had 











52 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. 


just entered the room, to share my table, the other tables being full. 
I did so with pleasure, and presently asked his opinion of the Curé 
of Ars as a confessor. 

‘"My opinion, sir, or rather my conviction, is, that he is inspir- 
ed. He is full of the Spirit of God. Whenever you may have 
occasion to consult him, you will agree with me: if not at the time, 
you will eventually.” 


I May Just as Well Pay the Holy Man a Visit. 


‘“‘As I am so near,” I said with indifference, ‘‘I may as well pay 
the holy man a visit; simply from curiosity though; I have not the 
slightest intention of going to confession.” 

“‘Probably not;” said the old Canon, quietly, but with an into- 
nation that seemed to say, you will see, young man, what your 
intentions will come to.” 

At that time, although I had not the least doubt about the teach- 
ings and sacraments of the Catholic Church, I had gradually fallen 
into almost utter neglect of the practices of religion; and this, alas! 
from the meanest of motives—from the fear of being laughed at by 
the godless and indifferent set I had taken up with. In this “‘set” 
religious faith and practice were alike out of fashion, and it was quite 
the correct thing, with me and my fellow-imbeciles, to ridicule such 
old-world ‘fictions’ and all who held to them. However, I was 
alone, and felt myself free, therefore, to ignore the fetters of folly. 
I went to Ars, and on presenting myself at the presbytery, was told 
that the Curé was hearing confessions in the church. 

*“‘What could people want to be confessing for on a Tuesday at 
half-past one in the afternoon!” I thought. ‘“Is tomorrow any par- 
ticular feast?” I asked the tidy old dame who seemed to be house- 
keeper. 

““Not that I know, sir,” she answered, with a look of surprise at 
sO unmeaning a question. 

I was disappointed. I meant to have made myself very agreeable 
and got to dine with this famous Curé: nevertheless, the poor pres- 
bytery struck me as being particularly bare: scarcely any furniture, 
and that merelumber. A bonfire of the whole would not have roasted 
a turkey. (It was not until afterwards that I learnt that the ordinary. 
fare of the Curé, and which I might have had to share, was black bread 
and water; or, at best, a pipkin of milk just tinged with chocolate. ) 

“‘Can I wait until the Curé comes in?” I asked. 

The old housekeeper smiled grimly. “If monsieur will give him- 
self the trouble to come into the church,” she said, “‘he will judge 
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how long he might have to wait.”” And to the church she forthwith 
led the way. There was nothing to be done but meekly to follow 
my leader. 

To my amazement I found more than a hundred persons in the 
church, chiefly men, most of whom were waiting their ‘turn.’ I knelt 
instinctively; but was meditating an immediate return to Lyons, when 
the Curé chanced to come out of the confessional—only for a few 
seconds, as if to breathe—and then went in again. Was he faint? 
His thin face was very white. All its life was in those wondrous eyes 
of his. He looked at me, or so I fancied, and at once I forgot all 
about my determination not to go to confession. Hour after hour, I 
contentedly waited until my turn came. It was ten o’clock when I 
left the confessional. 

The Famous Penance. 

Before giving me absolution, the Curé asked me a few questions. 

“Do you live in the town where you were born ?” 

“Ves, Father.” 

*“And you are well-known there ?” 

“Ves: I may safely say, to everybody in it.” 

“‘What is the population ?” 

““About 25,000, I believe.” 

“‘Very well. For your penance you will now, before leaving this 
church, make the Acts of Faith, Hope, Charity, and Contrition. 
Then, on the next feast of Corpus Christi, you will join in one of the 
two processions in your native town, and walk immediately behind 
the Blessed Sacrament.” He then gave me absolution, adding, “‘And 
now, my son, go in peace.” 

I rose from my knees, relieved, consoled, and—dismayed! The 
latter part of my penance appalled me. It helped me, too, to realize 
to what a depth my cowardice had dragged me down. Any other 
priest I would have implored to change it for fasting, alms, “‘the dis- 
cipline,”—anything, but I was overawed; reverence tied my tongue. 
If only fate had fixed me in a religious town, all would have been 
easy; but the mayor, the town council, and all the government-chosen 
authorities, were free-thinkers. In the religious processions through 
the streets, men had ceased to join. They might, among the crowds 
looking on from balconies and windows, condescend to patronize 
their Divine Redeemer as He passed by, with His lowly train of 
levites, youths, maidens, school-boys, and children, the guilds of 
working-men, a few aged folk, and many poor. 

It was November when I went to Ars. I reflected with satisfaction 
that there were six months between me and that dreadful penance. 
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To an idle man, six months uncoil themselves slowly, like a sleepy 
serpent; but to a busy one, they fly away like a freed bird. When 
one Sunday at Mass, the Curé had announced the coming feast of 
Corpus Christi, I waylaid him at the sacristy-door, to suggest that we 
were not yet at the end of May and he might have mistaken the date. 
Monsieur le Curé stood still, from sheer wonder, probably, at 
my sudden anxiety to keep him accurate in regard to the date of the 
festivals of the Church. He looked at me, first through his spectacles, 
then over them, as if to satisfy himself that my head was on my 
shoulders; then, with an almost imperceptible shrug of his own, calmly 
continued his progress into the sacristy and began to unrobe. 


The Fatal Holy-day Came. 


The fatal Holy-day came. In our town, the out-door processions 
took place after Vespers. As it was many years since I had assisted 
at any offices of the Church, except Mass, I did ‘not doubt that my 
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presence must excite general attention. This was pure imagination 
on my part; but what is more imaginative than self-conceit? A lady 
of my acquaintance chanced to glance atme. Yes; I knewit! I was, 
evidently, uppermost in everybody’s thoughts! This notion took 
complete possession of me, and also of my nerves. 

The procession began to form. The Blessed Sacrament, borne 
under the canopy of the Curé, who was absorbed in the adoration of 
his divine burden, passed close to where I stood, by the steps of the 
altar. The guildsmen were falling into rank behind it. I did not 
stir: I seemed rooted to the spot. ““Next Sunday will do!” I said to 
myself; ““I will let my penance wait till then.” 

Next day, to my complete satisfaction, I was seized with a fever- 
ish attack. ‘‘Ah,” I thought, ‘“‘now I am safe to be invalided for a 
fortnight!” And in order to make quite sure of this eventuality, I 
sent for a doctor. Alas! he was an honest man. A hot bath, and a 
tonic finished my fever in three days! In vain I tried to feel languid, 
or even to look so. “‘There’s nothing to be nervous about, my dear 
sir; you are quite well, upon my word you are!” gaily chirped this 
little man. : 

‘‘Nothing to be nervous about!” I groaned to myself; “‘and,— 
the Octave !” 

The Octave came—only too soon. Thesky wascloudy. It began 
to rain. A new hope sprang up; the rain had made it grow. “‘We 
shall doubtless have a thunderstorm: in that case there will be no 
out-door procession!” The clouds passed; I walked to the window, 
and the glad sun seemed fairly to laugh in my face. 


I Prayed to Be Rather Less of a Fool. 


Vesper-time came: I was in the church, and this time I prayed 
God very earnestly to help me to be “‘rather less of a fool!” ‘The 
procession formed as before. I joined it, and walked along, keeping 
my eyes steadily down. My heart, beating fast, seemed to send all 
my blood into my face, dyeing it crimson. 

The devil, who has an excellent memory, suggested to me name 
after name, in long succession, of friends who would wonder and 
whisper, and acquaintances who would jest and jeer at the sight of 
Robert Dagobert Hubert Dubois, of all folks in the world, walking 
piously through the streets with a blessed taper in his hand; and the 
only prayer I could think of was still: ““O my God! have pity on me! 
Holy Virgin, help me to be not quite such a fool !” 

All at once, the thought darted into my mind: “‘Can you expect 
the holy Virgin to help a man who is ashamed of her Son ?” 
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This startling question changed the whole aspect of the case. 
It was a flash of lightning, which, while it cleared the air, made me 
tingle,—no longer with false shame, but with true. 

By this time, the procession was issuing from the western en- 
trance, into the great square. The organ was pealing in the church, 
priests and péople were singing the sweet Pange lingua gloriosi Cor- 
ports mysterium, the bells in the tower filled the air with their jubilant 
clamor, the silver censors leaped aloft, sending forth clouds of fra- 
grance along the flower-strewn path of the King of kings, as He 
passed, shedding the benedictions of His Sacred Heart upon the 
kneeling people. 

I walked as one in a dream, no longer wasting a thought upon 
what Messieurs So-and so might think or not think, but humbled to 
feel, that, in this fair pageant of worship and love, I had no right to 
be, so long as I was the one note out of tune with all this harmony. 
And now with repeated acts of contrition, while following the veiled 
majesty of my Redeemer, I, who had been ashamed of Him, implored 
His mercy, that, now and at the hour of death, and in the day of 
judgment, He would not be ashamed of me. 


We Want Men Like You. 


About a fortnight afterwards, I received a visit from a fellow- 
townsman, a highly esteemed member of the bar. He came to ask 
my codperation in establishing the society of St. Vincent de Paul in 
our parish. I felt shy of the matter, well knowing that I was one of 
the last to deserve the honor, and endeavored to prove to him my 
unfitness to take the lead in any good work, although I might hope 
to follow, among its subordinates. 

“*My dear sir,” he answered, “your objections against joining 
me and the friend who sent me, are only additioral reasons why we 
should wish for you. Besides, we want men who, like you, have the 
courage of their convictions. They are easily counted in this town 
of ours! I was by your side, though you did not seem to see me, in 
the procession on the octave of Corpus Christi.” 

“The courage of their convictions!” I mentally ejaculated. “‘If 
only he knew—!” 

Can anything be more humiliating than to get a good opinion, 
when you know that a bad one is all you deserve? However, as my 
visitor would take no denial, I had to submit, and, having submitted, 
resolved to do my best in regard to the work. 

Within two years, our branch of the St. Vincent de Paul Society 
numbered thirty active members, belonging to the most respected 
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families in the town. When, as has often been since that time, I 
have the honor of walking with them, in a body, in the processions 
of Corpus Christi, it is no longer with cowardly shame, and the fear 
of man, but, by the mercy of God it is with very hearty shame of 
past cowardice, and glowing exultation at being permitted publicly 
to confess Him, and help to promote in my small measure, His 
greater glory. 


>) 


Miraculous Rain. 


A certain portion of Westphalia had been visited by a drought. 
It had been an unusually warm spring, and day by day the heat grew 
more intense. The first blossoms wilted away, the meadows, fields 
and woods turned brown and bare, and men and beasts were in dire 
distress. Public prayers were ordered and the people implored heaven 
for mercy, but it seemed that God had turned a deaf ear to their sup- 
plications. In March a little rain had fallen, but since then, not a 
cloud had darkened the sky. It was now the middle of June, near 
the feast of Corpus Christi, and this time the grand procession at N. 
was to be held for the purpose of petitioning heaven for rain. 

The pastor of the place, an aged, saintly priest, ascended the pul- 
pit and made a short but touching address to his parishioners, encour- 
aging them to firm confidence in God, and to united supplication dur- 
ing the procession. 

“‘My beloved parishioners,” he said, “‘the hand of the Lord has 
been laid heavily upon us; but have confidence, the good God still 
lives, and will soon come to our assistance. I am now eighty-nine, 
and have lived through many years of hardship, but have not yet seen 
a single member of this parish die of starvation. Pray and have con- 
fidence in God, He will not let us perish.” Then raising his eyes and 
hands heavenward, he prayed with trembling voice, ““Out of the 
depths,” etc., the entire congregation alternately responding to the 
psalm. It was a touching sight; tears glistened in every eye. The 
venerable priest then led the procession out through the church, and 
walking in the midst of the heads of the families, prayed in a loud 
voice. The other priests who were present, followed his example. 

A pious Franciscan bore the Blessed Sacrament. Although it 
was difficult for the aged monk to perform this sacred function, he 
did it gladly in fulfillment of a vow he had made. I:. this parish he 
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had spent his childhood years, here he had studied the rudiments of 
latin, here he had offered for the first time the holy sacrifice of the 
Mass, and in gratitude made the above mentioned vow. When the 
procession halted at the first station, the whole assembly knelt for 
Benediction. ‘The pious monk also knelt down before the Blessed 
Sacrament, raised his arms and prayed with such childlike confidence 
and fervor, that the people involuntarily extended their arms too. 
and pronounced his words after him. ‘“‘Lord,” he concluded his 
prayer, Lord, Thou canst help us! Lord, Thou wilt help us! Yes, 
Lord, Thou must help us, Thou hast promised it to us, and since 
Thou art truth eternal, Thou wilt keep Thy word!” The sobbing 
then became so loud, and he was so moved that he could say no more. 

The pastor thereupon gave Benediction, and the procession pro- 
ceeded. At every station the monk repeated his prayer and concluded 
in the same touching manner. Andlo! when they reached the fourth 
station, a small cloud appeared on the horizon, which gradually rose 
higher, growing larger and larger. A breeze arose, the air became 
cooler, the sun was hidden, and scarcely had the rear of the procession 
re-entered the church, when a heavy rain poured down. 

Wonderful, you say; indeed wonderful, yet true! The fountains 
from on high had gushed forth to give refreshment to the parched 
earth. Great was the joy, and with hearts overflowing with gratitude, 
the whole congregation joined in singing the solemn Ze Deum. 


x 


Happy under the Yoke of the Sacred Heart. 


A young man who had been reared in the midst of ease and lux- 
ury, was called by God to an austere religious Order. His first zeal 
having abated, he began to feel discontented: the bread seemed too 
dry. his habit too coarse, and his cell too small; the required obedi- 
ence was unbearable, his brethren were wearisome and the rule too 
severe. The temptation was so great, that finally he yielded, and 
secretly left the monastery intending to return home. 

On his way he was suddenly startled by hearing hurried footsteps 
behind him, and turning around, beheld a youth who called to him 
to wait a moment, he would accompany him. Fearing that he might 
be betrayed, the fugitive man hastened his steps still more, but as the 
youth continued to call him, he finally stopped. Being asked very 
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kindly whither he was going in such haste, the religious confided his 
trouble to the stranger, and told what had caused him to flee. There- 
upon the beautiful youth drew aside the garment on his breast, and 
a lustre was emitted therefrom like the brightness of the sun, and in 
this lustre the religious beheld the heart of the youth, having a deep 
wound from which blood was flowing. 

And now our dear Savior (for the beautiful youth was no one 
else) said in a gentle tone to the fugitive: ““My son, return to your 
monastery ! And if in future your bread seems too dry, dip it into 
this Heart which has been opened for love of you, and it will no lon- 
ger be unpalatable. If your habit seems too coarse, lay it into this 
wound and it will become soft. You will find that in this sweet 
Heart, obedience, seclusion, religious discipline, and an austere life 
will become sweet and easy.” 

At these words the young man was moved to sincere contrition. 
He returned to his. brethren and following His Savior’s advice, en- 
dured with great patience all that was disagreeable to nature, and 
spent the remainder of his life in sanctity. 


_~<. 


The Sacred Heart Relieves Distress of Mind. 


“In thespring of 1884, I was compelled to take refuge in my dis- 
tress to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. I had long been greatly worried 
by doubts, fears and scrupulosity, and my condition kept growing 
worse and worse, so that I often remained away from the sacraments, 
although I felt the great need of them. Moreover, I was constantly 
annoyed by false shame and human respect, which often kept me from 
doing my duty; I also imagined that it was my vocation to leave the 
world and enter a Monastery. 

‘“‘For some time I had daily practiced devotion to the Sacred 
Hearts of Jesus and Mary, and had placed all my confidence in our Lord 
and His Blessed Mother. - I promised to make a novena kneeling 
with arms outstretched, to obtain purity of heart, deliverance from 
my false shame and human respect, and grace to know my vocation. 
Thanks to the loving Heart of Jesus, my prayers were answered. In 
the course of time, some good spiritual books were given me. Not 
having sufficient time to read them through, I was directed to read 
certain passages, and thus was relieved of my doubts and scruples. 











60 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. 


To a great extent, I was likewise relieved of human respect and false 
fear, for 1 realized that it affords our Lord and His Blessed Mother 
great joy, and that it is very meritorious for oneself, to endure pa- 
tiently, for love of Jesus and Mary, the ridicule of worldly-minded 
persons. I was also strengthened in overcoming self-love by medi- 
tation on the sufferings of Christ, on the beauty of heaven, and on 
the eternal terrors of hell. 

““Being of the opinion that I had a religious vocation, I asked 
my confessor’s advice, and was told that for this state of life, good 
health was necessary, while I was delicate, moreover, that there were 
no religious houses of this kind in our country, and it would be diffi- 
cult for me to find admission elsewhere. My confessor told me to 
persevere in prayer, and promised to remember me at holy Mass, that 
God might enlighten and guide me according to His will. Aftera 
few months, I was asked whether I would be inclined to join the 
Third Order of St. Francis? At first I did not like the idea of living 
in the world, and at the same time being a member of an Order. 
But after I understood the rules and regulations of this Order, I de- 
cided to join it. And now I thank God, and trust I may live and 
die a faithful child of St. Francis, and I feel satisfied that the ques- 
tion regarding my vocation is also solved.” 


>< 


In Great Temptation. 





A Father writes: “‘Last year my daughter was married, but the 
union was, unfortunately, a most unhappy one from the beginning. 
Her husband, who is otherwise of a kind-hearted disposition, is very 
quick-tempered, and soon began to abuse her. Driven to despair at 
thought of an approaching misfortune and her husband’s threats, my 
poor child decided to commit suicide. I admonished her to take 
refuge to the Mother of God, and hoped to bring her to a change of 
mind; but to my inexpressible grief, I noticed from the contents of 
her letters, that she had given up all hopes that conditions might 
ever change for the better, and that she was more than ever resolved 
to put an end to her life. I knew not what to do, for she lived at a 
great distance, and it was impossible for me to see her personally. 

“In my great affliction, a devout person advised me to pray to 
the Sacred Heart. My family and I, as also our friend began at 
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once to petition the Sacred Heart of Jesus for aid, as also the Bless- 
ed Virgin and St. Joseph, and our prayers were wonderfully heard. 
For this time, the danger was averted. But after some time, my 
daughter experienced her old misery anew. Full of confidence, we 
prayed once more with all possible fervor, and this time my daughter 
joined us, and through God’s infinite mercy, the trouble was, as I 
trust, ended for always. My son-in-law is now a kind and loving 
husband. A thousand thanks to the Sacred Heart of Jesus!” 


> 


Confidence Rewarded. 





A priest writes: “‘Some months ago, a man of a certain parish 
was suddenly taken ill, and the physician who was hastily summoned, 
had slight hope for his recovery. The good and pious family were 
in great fear and anxiety, nevertheless, they did not lose confidence 
in God and the Heavenly Mother. The patient himself manifested 
perfect trust in Mary, the “Health of the sick.” At his special re- 
quest, a Mass was offered in honor of the Mother of God, alms were 
distributed, and a novena made in honor of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 

“‘The patient’s life hung in the balance. Another holy Mass 
was said in honor of the Sacred Heart of Jesus and the immaculate 
Heart of Mary, but no improvement could be noticed. With full 
confidence, the members of the family finished one novena and began 
another. Just as the sick man’s condition seemed most critical, a 
third Mass was said in the same intention as before; and their zeal 
and confidence were not unrewarded, nor their hope confounded. 
The patient himself, strengthened by the sacrament of extreme unc- 
tion, had taken part in fervently invoking the Sacred Hearts of Jesus 
and Mary. Of'a sudden, there was a complete change. His suffer- 
ings abated, he’ gradually regained strength, and after a few weeks 
was able to leave his bed. He is now as well as ever. In grateful 
remembrance of this great favor, the family continued zealously to 
venerate the Sacred Heart of Jesus and the Queen of Heaven.” 

Oh, that priests and laity, that all Christians would devote them- 
selves with greater confidence to the veneration of the most loving 
Sacred Heart of Jesus and of His Blessed Mother; oh, that the de- 
votion to the Sacred Heart were universally propagated and practiced, 
that mankind might be convinced that there is a safe place of refuge 
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for all tribulations and distress of body and soul, even in the hour of 
death. Would that the image of the Divine Heart were erected in 
all sacred places before the eyes of the faithful, in order that at sight 
of the visible Heart, wounded, burning and crowned with thorns, the 
heart and mind of Christian worshipers might be directed to the liv- 
ing Heart of the God-Man which, although invisible to corporal eyes, 
is recognized by the eyes of faith as it abides on the altar in the 
Blessed Sacrament, lovingly watching, and bestowing blessings and 
graces on the children of men. 


Soe 


The Heart of Jesus Dispels Melancholy. 


A member of a religious Order writes: ‘‘In the fall of 1885, in 
consequence of a shocking occurrence, my nerves were shattered, and 
my mind was in such a condition, that I seemed to lose all confidence 
in God, and felt great fear of His divine justice. Besides I was 
obliged to return to my former mission, which was most disagreeable 
to me, as I felt a great dislike for the place and the people. My con- 
dition continued to grow worse, and I fell into a profound state of 
melancholy. One day as I knelt before the tabernacle, our Lord 
seemed to cast a compassionate glance on me, and I was inspired with 
the thought, “Do not consider God’s justice, look upon His divine 
Heart—there you behold only goodness and mercy !’ 

‘The first ray of confidence entered once more into my poor 
confused heart from the loving Heart of my Savior. Then I was 
offered an opportunity to go away on a little trip during the Christmas 
holidays. I rejected it, however, saying that in a short time I would 
not be healed, but, immediately regretted my hastiness. Thereupon 
I besought the Sacred Heart of Jesus to help me, and promised Him 
ever after to place full confidence in His divine Heart if once more 
I be given a chance. And, as though His divine mercy were hasten- 
ing to purchase my confidence, as it were, immediately afterwards I 
received definite orders to come to S. 

“‘In my new asylum, I had the great happiness on Christmas 
morning to receive our dear Lord in Holy Communion. I then ear- 
nestly implored the Sacred Heart for restoration to health, especially 
that the faculties of my mind might be fully restored, and that the 
good God might find a means to heal me of my melancholy. It hap- 
pened that a teacher of one of our academies suddenly fell ill, and I 
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was summoned to take her place. And here, surrounded by the in- 
nocence and happiness of childhood, my depressed heart and spirit 
grew lighter, and I was healed of my affliction. Everlasting thanks 
to the divine Heart and to the intercession of the Heavenly Mother. 
Once more I returned to my former station, once more I was obliged 
to drink a bitter chalice, but the Lord again led me from Babylon, and 
now I would desire to proclaim to all men, “Ah, if but all knew the 
goodness of the Sacred Heart of Jesus !’” 


Select Prayer Books. 


Golden Links. A new, ideal prayer book, suitable for all classes 
of Catholics, for young and old. Besides the usual Church Devo- 
tions, it contains only most excellent original prayers, not found in 
other prayer books. By a Benedictine Father of Conception Abbey, 
Conception, Mo. 

White celluloid binding, with beautiful chromo design, round 
corners, gilt edges, metal clasp. Size 4% x 2% in. 347 pages $1.50 

Persian Calf, limp, round corners, gilt edges 1.20 

French Morocco, gilt edges, 95 

Morocco, red edges 65 


Joy in God. A handy “Vest Pocket Manual.” Contents simi- 
lar to Golden Links. Size 43%4x2% in. 270 pages 

German Calf, gilt edges $1.35 

Morocco Grain, gilt edges 75 

Morocco, red edges 65 


Gems of Prayers. A prayer book forall. Size 4% x 3% in. 
402 pages. Black leather binding, gilt edges, $0.80, $1.00, $1.50. 


Key of Heaven. A complete prayer book for general use. In 
leather binding, gilt edges, $1.00, $1.60. 


Manual of the Crucifixion. Compiled from approved sources. 
Type very large. Size 5x 3% in. 688 pages. 
American Seal, limp, round corners, gilt edges $1.25 


Devout Manual of the Holy Family. Medium large print. 
Sizes x 3% in. 406 pages. 

French Morocco, limp $1.00 

Persian Calf, limp, red under gold edges 1.25 
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The Burnes National Bank 


St. Joseph, Mo. 
United States Depository 
Capital and Surplus $270,000 


A thoroughly modern organization, which endeavors to 
maintain the highest state of efficiency in every department 





KARR SUPPLY CO. 


Home Office: St. Louis Office : 
Belleville, Ill. 737 Century Bldg. 


Steam & Hot Water Heating Contractors. 


Correspondence solicited. Estimates furnished. 





Fine Photo-tone Pictures 
Price within the reach of all 


The Last Supper 21 x 34 in. $0.50 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, bust 16 x 23” .25 
Sacred Heart of Jesus I9 x 25” 25 
Sacred Heart of Mary Ig xX 25” 25 
Death of St. Joseph 16x 25” .30 
The Holy Face 16x 21” .30 
Ecce Homo 14X19” 20 
Agony of our Lord 15x21” 25 
Mother Most Sorrowful x22” 25 
Mother Most Amiable 16 x 25” 35 
Mother Most Admirable Iox17” 15 
Angel Guardian Ir x 21” 15 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory,” Clyde, Mo. 





Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office at 
Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. 














GIFT BOOKS 


Which Will Be Highly Appreciated. 


Father Paul of Moll. 


A book which is read with wonder and edification. 
Contains an interesting account of the numerous miracles 
wrought by this saintly Benedictine in our own day, some 
of his prophetic and striking sayings, and a number of 
his soul-inspiring letters. 


Handsomely printed and attractively bound in blue cloth, 
with five full-page illustrations, 400 pages $1.00 


Inspiring Words of the Bl. Cure of Ars. 


A precious little work containing the beautiful in- 
structions and exhortations of this holy priest. It well 
deserves a distinguished place in every Catholic es 

5 


Neatly bound 
German edition -30 


Consoling Revelations. 


Many a devout reader will derive the greatest spiritual 
benefit from the perusal of this book. It shows the value 
of prayer and of a good intention. Scarcely another book 
could be found that offers to the Christian heart so much 


that is consoling and encouraging, in so small a space. 
Bound in eloth, 125 pages $0.35 
The same in German .30 


Every subscriber to our magazine 
TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 
sending us 10 cents, is entitled to the following two book- 
lets, in either English or German : 
“Conformity to the Will of God,’ 64 pages. 
‘““Magnificence of the Love of God,” 64 pages. 


When ordering these books, address: 
TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY, CLYDE, MO. 








